TRIGGER 




WRANGLER 




In a big cow camp, saddle horses had to be available at all times. Keeping 
the horses together and ready for use, was the duty of the horse wrangler ! 
This was the most menial job in camp, usually given to a greenhorn or a boy. 




Without a sense of humor, a horse wrangler was 
lost ! Because of his youth or greenness, he was 
the target of all camp jokes and the cowboys' 
good-natured teasing ! 



Yet, in spite of the fact that the horse wrangler 
was low man in the cow camp, he knew he was 
receiving excellent training for the years he 
would spend as a cowboy. 




wrangler understood the horses he 
herded, and saved himself much time and grief 
by being able to immediately spot the bunch- 
quitters and troublemakers! 



It was a lonely job, with little praise and no 
glory, except to hear the finest, highest, com- 
pliment that could be paid a wrangler . . . "He 

never lost a horse !"copyj>ight. 1951. bi wetern printing a litho. co. 
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□ELL COMICS ARK GOOD COMICS 




THE i-AWSON 6AH6 JUST V ANP M£ ofL MV 
RU5TLEP TWKEE OP 5A^'S ) COWHAHPS SAW TW£M 

U0R6BS RIGMT OCT J HEAP/NG TOWAEP 

OF HIS CORRAL { ] V__, PRY W&IL6 ! 




•WE LAW'S \ OKAY/ ONCE YOU SET iMTO 
SOT NOTH/NS TOWN, y<?U KHOW WHAT TO PO. 
ON ME .' A BUT PON'T START ANYTHING 
TILL TWO O'CLOCK! 



BUT I HEAR 
TWEJJE'5 AfifU. 
MONEY IH TUB 

POST OFF'CB SAFE -' 



Latbs... the lawson gahg sups into 

PSY WBLLS, JUST ffS THD 5H0T5 RING 
OUT FROM THE CAFE . . . 




■NSKT mOSMI.N0>,,. I WHAT tAAPPSKBP TO 

i~T -^^~_-U SOGERS; M\$S JUL/E? 

( SOB/ W] HE CAUGHT TH05E OUTLAWS 
YETS UB'S SEEN GONE AM 
AWFULLY LOWS TIME 






YB&! HE'S SEEN WITH N 
THAT SULLY EVES SJNCE 
YOU LEFT! BEEN LETTING 
w/6 WORK SLIPS '. I WISH 
Hflj'0 SPEAK TO WJM, TOV/ 
HE WOH'T LISTEN TO ME.' 





JVfeXT £WV WiW REfiRPON MEETS WE GfiNG 
NEAR PRY WELLS WUERE THEY $RU HOLEP 'UP 
IN TUE MAZE Ofi GiMT ROCKS... 



TWENTy -^W BOB 0?ANE IS TAK/M' TW£ 0RO ^ 
TWOUSAMp' T &SAWPE 7MROLL UP TO THE MINE 
AT TWO- THIRTY WIS AFTfiEMOON, 






IP HOY'S WPIHG tKTO A T£AP, N 
ME AND SOME OF TUB BOYS'LL I 
BE eiSWT SErilMP HfA\.. 
TO rf£LP 




And on rn£ other side of the u/u the 

SHERIFF APPROACH£S.„ 





YOl SMBQ MY ) HBVEH MfWP THAT.' QZX BXCK To I 
UFE, ROY— SrotVW AND TBLl XE&RP0H I'M 
4«0 THE MINE ) STOPPINS AT MV J?ANCW, ANP m\ 

PAYROLL .' ^ . 1 , irs-saag, SB A 

LITTLfi J 
LAT6/, 



MUD IN HIS EYE 



Young Jim Had ward trembled slightly as 
he stood, hat in hand, before the large ma- 
hogany desk. Jim wanted the job so badly 
that he could hardly speak. The two men 
in the room stared at him silently. 

Leaning forward in his chair, Sam Carlson, 
President of Femtown Bank, frowned as he 
asked, "Tod Hadward is your father, isn't he?" 
The other man interrupted impatiently, 
"That's right, Sam.. And Tod Hadward was 
the man who, single-handed, robbed us of 
$10,000! This boy is his son, and I always 
say— like father, like son!" 

"Tod's cattle all died and he owed every- 
body in town," Sam said. "Tod was desper- 
ate. I don't think he knew what he was doing. 
But we got all the money back, and Tod 
served out his jail sentence. He's a good 
citizen now!" 

"Please, Mr. Carlson," Jim said softly. "I 
need the job awfully bad. My mother is 
sick and my dad doesn't make a whole lot 
yet." 

Motioning with his head, Sam Carlson said, 
"Hank, here, is Chief Cashier, and he worries 
a lot about other folks' money." Carlson 
stared thoughtfully at the boy, and then 
asked, "How old are you, son?" 
"Sixteen, sir," Jim replied. 
Hank Jackson glared at the boy, and snap- 
ped, "Sam, I think you're making a big mis- 
take!" 

"Now, Hank," Carlson said, "we can't hold 
a grudge against this boy because of Tod I" 

The Chief Cashier turned angrily and 
stomped out of the office. 

Shaking his head wearily, Carlson smiled 
at Jim. "Hank is a little headstrong, but he'll 
change his mind." The banker paused, "You 
still want that job?" 
Jim grinned. "Yes, sir!" 
Standing up, the banker held out his hand. 
"You're hired, Jim!" 

Jim gripped the banker's hand and said, 
"Thank you, Mr Carlson!" 

The next morning, Jim started his new job. 
His first chore was to carry sacks of silver 
dollars from the safe to the tellers, under the 
watchful eye of the Chief Cashier. 



It was a busy morning and a lot of ranchers 
hurried in and out. At noon, Hank Jackson 
grumbled about how dirty the floor was and 
told Jim to sweep it up as soon as there 
weren't any customers around. 

It was nearly closing time before Jim was 
sb\e io clean the bank floor. As he was 
sweeping the pile of dirt he had collected 
into his dustpan, the sound of heavy boots 
came from behind him. Jim looked up and 
gasped. 

A large man was entering. A neckerchief 
concealed his face, and a six-shooter was in 
his hand. 

The big man commanded in a rasping 
voice, "Don't anyone move!" 

Unconsciously, Jim stood with the dustpan 
in his hand. The gunman glanced at him 
suddenly in recognition and said, "You're 
Tod's boy! Am I glad to see you!" 

Out of the comer of his eye, Jim saw Hank 
Jackson standing close by, tense and motion- 
less. 

The big man strode up to the teller's win- 
dow and stood within arm's length of Jim. 

"Put that dustpan down," he ordered, "and 
help me empty this bank!" 

Jim hesitated. For the first time, he realized 
that he was still holding the dustpan with 
its little pile of dirt. 

"Put that thing down!" the gunman snap- 
ped. 

"The boy stammered, "D-d-down?" 

"Yes, down!" the big man shouted. 

Jim started to move. But he didn't put the 
dustpan down. Instead, he threw the dirt into 
the gunman's face. The big man howled. 

Swiftly, Jim cracked the edge of the dust- 
pan hard against the man's wrist. The six- 
shooter clattered to the floor. 

"Don't move!" Jim said, picking up the 
gun. "My father was the best shot around 
here, and you know what they say — like 
father, like son!" ' 

Jim glanced quickly at the Chief Cashier 
and winked. "Isn't that right, Mr. Jackson?" 

Hank grinned sheepishly and said, "That's 
right, Jim! But I've learned one thing — some- 
times a youngster can shoot a lot straighteri" 




0A/E PAY MANUEL WAS OUST ABOUT TO LEAVE TUE L/TTLE TOWN 
OF WEASEL BlUFF FOf? CHEYENA/E, WU£V ME MET UP VYITM A YOUNG 

FELLOW Y/AMEP 6JIL TMIT. . . " Hf ; ; * 

HAPPY TO.MY BOY! JUST ONE 
[THING -WE'LL BE CUTTING ACROSS 
NQIAN COUNTRY ! IT'S THE TIME FOR 
THEIR PAIN CEREMONIES 
AND THEY DON'T ALLOW 
WHITE MEN AROUND! 50 
FWE MEET ANY INDIANS 
LET ,4*r DO THE 
TALKING! 



AlANUEL TA/EGfEAT 
fiATEP MMSELF P#£TTY 
M/SNAfA AlAGfC/AN- 
UE/?EALLY 7WU6HTME 
COULPFOOL t/UST ABOUT 
ANYBOPY... 



I KNOW HOW TO HANDLE 
INDIANS!... A LITTLE BIT 
OF EXTREMELY ELEMENTARY 
MAGIC AND I CAN HAVE THEM 
EATING OUT OF MV HAND ' 




"SufE ENOUGH, 7/JEY tfAPAY'T WAVELEP MOPE 
THAN A COUPLE OF PAYS, WMEAY. . . " 





W VERV WELL-00 VOU \ 
r SEE THIS WATCH?... \ 
i NOW, S£HO£D? 1 \ J 
L WILL PLACE IT IM / 
^^ THE HAT AND... j)A 
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tZS'.T C0£F£>/M'r UK£MANl/£L '£ MAG/C 

^spy My, e&TAi/se. . . * 




j& cot/Pif of pays zatf/? .7&e two 
bpAves cdtee pot/ww 'sac/c rompp 

CAMP. "" 



TMe/V Tf/fSmVES G07MTQ CAMP, 7t/EY 
£OOK£P SCAPEP rO PEATM Afl/P WE//? M)^SES 
WEPE AU. LATMEPEP UP FPCM WPP P/G/fl/',., " 



OH, CHIEF! WHITE MAN TELL n 

TRUTH! GREAT bPiRiT SPITTING 

FIRE AMP WAILING LOUD COMES 

LIKE A SNAKE! IT NOT SEE 

LIS,SOWEGET AWAV ! 8UT 

IT COMES... IT WILL KILL U5 




1^1%8>i^ Ho^e. 



LtSSOH 
f OK AUOH 




0|N HOUR LAT£g, CM/CO £M£/?6£S PROfA 
TU£ BURN MTU GN OLP RUSTy RtFL£.>. 



IP WE EVER MET UP WITH A 
MOUNTAIN LION, W£'P SWOW HIM 
A THINS OR TWO. .. B4N6.' 
BONG.' BANS' y- 





Ufag MOUNTAIN LION SCOOTS S/LENTLY 
UP TUB TffUNK Of THE TREE - ■ 



%UT SUDDENLY Tg/G&£# CATCUES SCENT 
OP THE LION... - 




I 405 CM/CO SNOUTS, WIGGBR MOVSS WAY FROM TH£ POOR 
AND TUB BAR FALLS INTO PLACE IN TUB SRaCXSTS. .. 




DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



Whether he was good or bod, the Westerner was 
always full of clever, colorful sayings. The "short- 
trigger man," more commonly known as the gun- 
man, spoke the most colorful lingo of them all. 

As a precaution against shooting himself in the 
leg, the gunman always kept the firing pin of his 
six-shooter resting on an empty chamber. Thus it 
was said that "he only had five beans in the wheel," 
meaning there were only five bullets in the cylinder. _ •£ 

When the gunman spoke of his trade, he referred Cj^ 
to it as "making the town smoky," "having a powder- .^^— 
burning contest," or "doing a little leather slapping." 

His most common site of action was "the gunman's 
sidewalk," which was the middle of the street, where 
he was able to see on both sides and in front of him. 

Although there were dozens of well-known varia- 
tions of the fast draw, some men still preferred to 
invent their own draws, such as the "gun-tipper." 
His favorite draw was not really a draw at all, but 
a fast flick of the gun upward, firing through the 
end of the holster. This took a special kind of holster 
and, as many found out, was not the most accurate 
way to fire a gun! copyright iw •* hbtehn mmm * utko «. 



Gun Talk 




m^m®^i^& 




' THIS FASCINATING 
N KE"PUZZLE GAME FREE! 
WHEN YOU SUBSCRIBE TO 
ROY ROGERS COMICS 



Here's a game you can enjoy hour after hour, 
doy after day. You can play it alone or with 
your friends. And you'll never tire of it because 
this interesting peg game is different every time 
you play it. 

Here's how you can get one! Just dip the 
coupon below to order your subscription to Roy 
Rogers comics. Just $1.20 buys a full year's sub- 
scription ... 12 grand issues. A Membership 
card in the Dell Comics Club and the "KE" Puzzle 
Game are yours FREE! 

If you are already a subscriber you can still take 

advantage of this big FREE offer. We'll start your 

ibscription when your present one expires. 




The Dell Trademark is, nnd always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
Ike comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. Thai's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can he sure it contains only good 



?]fi ,s °" r only credo and const: 
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Please enter subscription to Roy Rogers i 

Comics. Include free offer of "KE" Puzzle Game and 

Dell Comics Club Membership Certificate. 

Name Age 

St. and No 

City Zone .... State 

I am enclosing remittance for $1.20 in full payment. 

ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 

Donor's Name 

St. and No 




Kios! \Wll have a circus 

WITH THESE 
ATTACHED TO REGULAR ROLLS OF 

SCOTCH Cellophane Tape 




WHERE YOU GET YOUR 

Scotch 

Cellophane 
Tape 



